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Chapter 1/1 


Author's Notes: 
From James\: POV. 


| can't tear my eyes away as | see that quick, ready smile that lights up his green eyes as he describes 
something to Kirk who is sat opposite him with a look of amused tolerance on his face. Even sat apart you can 
feel the connection between them. The same connection that's been there since the day that they met. The 
same connection that inexorably drew them together the way they have been for the past twenty-odd years. 
The same connection that's been tearing me apart slowly, day by day, piece by piece for all these years. 


It's there in the light touch on Kirk's shoulder, the warmth that radiates from Lars' eyes as he looks at him, 
the answering look that speaks of something deep enough that it no longer needs words. Its something that's 
weathered all the storms that life's thrown at them and has only grown stronger. It's that which rips me to 
shreds, leaving me raw, vulnerable, bleeding. All the things that | hate to be. I've learnt to cover how | feel 
over the years. | have so many masks that | wonder if I'll ever lose the real me altogether. Fuck it. If the real 


me feels only pain, perhaps it would be better if | was lost. Life should have come with a warning attached. It 


fuckin’ hurts. 


And yet still | sit here watching them. It's hard to tear my eyes away. Part of me wants to look away, stop 
feeding my own pain. The other part of me knows that | can't. Kirk stands up slowly, stretching out. | can 
almost feel the heat from Lars' gaze on the other side of the studio as his eyes devour his lover. Man, to 
feel that, to be that wanted. A sigh that | can't stop escapes me, too quiet to be heard. Slowly Kirk moves 
round towards Lars, slow, languid. I've never managed to work out how he moves with that easy grace. Maybe 


he's not really human, Right now he looks almost feline. Stupid how these things spring into my mind. 


The expression on Kirk's face almost takes my breath away. His dark eyes smoulder, a half-smile playing 
across those full, sensuous lips, a deliciously dark promise of later that Lars acknowledges with a cocky smirk. | 


start to consider my own later. A shitty movie and a cold empty bed. Nice. 


Yeah, sometimes the ‘Mighty Het can be maudlin. And | don't feel so fuckin’ mighty when any minute | feel like 
I'm going to shatter. Its been hard putting on an act all this time, an act to stop myself facing up to the real 
problem. I've tried drowning the problem in alcohol, I've tried hiding it by fucking nameless, faceless women 
night after night until | almost lost my soul completely. And that didn't answer. | don't know how stupid | must 
have been to think that it ever would. No, | don't lust after Kirk, though God knows it would be understandable 
if | did want him. And no, | don't want Lars either, he and Kirk can keep each other with my blessing. No, what | 
want is what they have, that love and that trust. When it comes down to it, the truth is that l'm lonely. Gut- 


wrenchingly lonely. 


| tear my gaze away from them, looking for something else to distract myself with while we have a brief 
break in recording. My eyes come to rest on the only other person in the room. Damn. He's sat there quietly 
with a mug of coffee in one hand, obviously preoccupied with his own thoughts as he stares into space. Staring 
at him | notice his eyes first, those dark eyes that seem fathomless, drinking in his surroundings, sometimes 
full of laughter, sometimes serious, usually calm and rarely sad. His lips are tilted in a slight smile and | have 
an overwhelming desire to know what put that smile there. He raises one hand to push a few strands of black 
hair away from his eyes and my gaze lingers on his hands, strong and sure, just like he is. For a few moments 


| let my mind wander to the things that I'd like to do to him. To the things I'd like him to do to me. 


Ha. I'm sounding more like a lovesick teenager than the fuckin’ metal god l'm supposed to be, sat here as | am, 
wishing for something | can't have with someone | can't have. Way to fuckin’ go. I'd do better banging my head 
against a brick wall which incidentally is becoming more and more appealing by the minute. And then he looks 
straight at me, catching me staring at him. A lazy smile spreads across his lips and | can't tear myself away, 
can't stop watching. | feel like a complete fuckin’ idiot. | probably look like one as well, but | think that I've finally 
reached breaking point and suddenly, | just don't care anymore. Rob stands up and walks slowly towards me, 


putting down his cup of coffee as he does. 
"So, Het, what's up? You've been watchin’ us all like a hawk. What gives?" 
"I didn't think you were looking." Yeah. Way to go. Smooth move asshole. Rob just laughs softly, the laugh he 


uses when he means business about something, when you know he's got something planned. And right now? 


That scares the fuck out of me. In some ways he's still a slightly unknown entity, and I'm not sure of where 


exactly | stand. If it was Lars, hell | could practically read his mind, Kirk, I'd just laugh it off. But Rob is looking 
at me with a knowing smirk and | feel an overwhelming urge to turn and walk away. But | don't. | stand my 


ground and wait for whatever he has to say next. 
"You want to know what | think?" 
Probably not but | just stay there and dumbly nod. 


"You're staring at them because you want what they have. You've seen it over the years, yearned for it and 


never had it. How close am |?" 


He must know how close he is because l'm temporarily struck dumb. Am | really that transparent? Or was it 
just a lucky guess? Hell | have no idea but whatever it is, my secrets out in the open between the pair of us 
and | feel like I'm on a rollercoaster where the tracks suddenly stop. It feels like any minute I'm going to be 
pitched into the air and freefalling with no idea where l'm going to land. Rob nods and continues talking, his dark 


eyes never leaving my face, body so close to mine | can feel the heat that radiates from him. 


"What | want to know, James, is why the fuck you were staring at me for so long. But, | think | can probably 


guess." 


Before | have time to formulate another coherent thought one of his hands is in my hair, pulling me down into 
a searing kiss. And it takes my fuckin' breath away, hot, hard and insistent. Dimly my brain registers his hand 
on my hip pulling us closer together, his body pressing against mine. | feel my hands tangling in his mane of 
silky black hair until finally we break apart and | can't do anything but stare at him. He nods and smirks at me. 
If you want to talk any more Het, I'll be in the kitchen." 


And with that he walks out of the room leaving me staring after him, and Kirk and Lars staring at me with 


wide eyes. 


Its Lars that breaks the silence. I'm too busy staring at the door that's just swung shut. "Fuck." Nice one 
Ulrich way to state the obvious. Then again from the slow, drawn out way he said it, he's just as shocked as | 
am. Which, bearing in mind my shock rating just hit the red is saying something. 


"Shit" Murmurs Kirk Well, aren't we all articulate? Not that I've actually managed to come up with anything 
yet either. And now by body's telling me to go after him and my head and heart are still stuck firmly on ‘what 
the fuck. Maybe l'm so used to being the predator that suddenly becoming the prey has just thrown me 
completely. Yes, | want Rob, | think that's fairly obvious. Hell, when we've been on stage I've ached for the 
intense animalistic man to be in my fuckin’ bed. But | always imagined it being on my terms. Now there's 


someone who isn't afraid to stand up to me to get what he wants. And I'm not all that used to it. 


Still | stand here like a complete idiot. Lars and Kirk have started talking to each other in lowered tones. No 
prizes for guessing what they're both discussing. You know what? Fuck it. | turn on my heel and walk 
purposefully through the door, heading for the kitchen. When | walk in Rob's there making a sandwich, 


apparently oblivious to the intimidating picture | think that | present. Maybe not then. Kirk would quake perhaps, 
Jason might have, motormouth would tell me to fuck off and apparently the new guy doesn't give a shit either. 


So much for my snarling bravado to hide behind. | guess that leaves me open again. 


And | hate that. | think Rob knows it too by the way he's just standing there, contemplating. Up to me to break 
the ice. "What the fuck was that all about?" The snarl in my voice surprises even me, hah. Rob just shakes his 
head and laughs. 


"You can't hide behind anger forever, James. You gotta come clean sometime." 


He's right. And | hate to admit it but that thought scares me. Hiding has been too easy for too long. Right now 
though, | don't think I'm being given much of an option All or nothing, cards on the table is where things are at 
right now. | guess he can see me surrendering and finally, reluctantly | just nod, letting him know that he's won 
this round. When did it become a fight? | need to stop thinking like that. Mind you l'm finding it hard to think 
straight at all as | watch him move around the kitchen, carrying on with what he was doing as though we're 
discussing nothing more than the weather. There's a predatory grace about him that fascinates me. Like a 
panther as he prowls softly round the room. Maybe that's a good metaphor, because behind the calm exterior 


| sense claws and sharp teeth and an iron determination. Finally | open my mouth again and speak. 
"So what, Rob, why?" 


"Isn't it what you wanted?" He's completely calm, leaning against the worktop while | feel like a drowning man in 


search of a lifeline. 
"Sure...but.." 


"But what?" He coaxes, a laugh at the back of his voice. If that fucker starts laughing at me, so help me I'll 
fuckin’ hit him. 


"But," and shit where's this anger coming from? Calm down James, calm down. "I didn't think you'd want to 


know." 


"Really? James you can be so fuckin' blind sometimes you know that?" Now the bastard just sounds patient, 
like he's speaking to a small child. "How did you not notice, James, that |. Want. You." He pauses, running his 


tongue lightly across his lips, voice growing darker as he moves slowly towards me. 


‘James, | want you, to be with you. | want to do things to you that will make you forget words, forget how to 
scream anything but my name. | want to take you until you can't stand up. | want you to fuck me until | lose 


all reason. And you know what? | know that you want it to." 


| swallow hard, breath coming fast, his words sending a ball of fire rocketing down to the pit of my stomach 
as images flash through my mind, my senses reeling. He's close to me, close enough that | could reach out and 


touch him, his dark eyes fixed on my face. And the only thing running through my mind is that | need him. 


That's the lifeline that this drowning man has been searching for. Its not what Lars and Kirk have this is down 
and dirty and gritty but it's a start and | crave it. 


Reaching out | grab the front of his shirt and pull him unresisting towards me. And | press my mouth to his, 
needy, hot, searching as | kiss him savagely. This man won't break; he'll take everything | give him and throw 
back more at me. | feel his body hit the worktop, pressed up against it and feel him pushing against me, his 
strong body melded to mine. | feel nails scrape against my back, a hand gripping my hip with an iron clasp. | 
don't want this to stop, don't want to let go, but he pulls away, slightly flushed, both of us breathing harder. 
Without further thought he grabs the front of my shirt and rips at it, sending the buttons bouncing onto the 
kitchen floor. | don't care. | really don't, the only thing | can think is that | want this man, and | want him right 
away. | don't give a shit that we're in the kitchen and that anyone could walk in so | grab his shirt and pull it 


over his head, pausing only to admire the golden tan skin stretched over supple muscle. 


He shoves me backwards towards the table and my knees almost buckle. He kisses me again, hand cupping my 
aching cock. | moan just tremors past my lips and he chuckles, dark and delicious and | feel a shiver run 
through me. He bites my shoulder, the sharp shock of pain a welcome release from the insistent pleasure. | 
feel the blood rise to the surface under the broken skin and he laps it away as his fingers work swiftly to 
undo my belt and jeans. He looks up at me for a second, a touch of blood on his lips. My blood | feel another 


surge of fire down in my belly and he chuckles, knowing exactly what he's doing to me. 


His hand slides inside my jeans and | moan again, desperation for release burning within me, until | think that l'm 
going to be consumed with the fire. And still he teases me, staring into my eyes letting me know that he's in 
control of this. The look on his face could arouse the most chaste to sin, bring an angel to its knees, and Lord 


knows I'm no angel. He smirks and pulls away. 

"My place." 

| growl, frustration running through me like electricity. I'm drunk on this man, can't think, but the simple 
command manages to break through. | stand gasping for a second and Rob smiles, a wolf's smile leading me out 
to his car under the astounded eyes of Kirk and Lars. | don't care. | don't fucking care. This is what | want, this 


is what he wants. And I'm looking forward to whatever comes next. 


The End. 


